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ANACREON. 



ON HIS LYRE. 



J wish to sing th' Atreidae, 
I wish to tell of Kadmus ; 
The tones tho' of my harp-strings 
Will sound of Eros only. 
The chords I lately altered ; 
My harp, too, altogether ; 
And 'gan to sing the labours 
Of Heracles ; my harp tho' 
Of loves would only answer. 
Farewell, then, for the future, 
Ye Heroes ; for my harp-strings 
Will sing alone of Eros. 
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II. 



ON WOMEN. 

J3 y nature horns were given 

To bulls, and hoofs to horses ; 

To hares the speed of swiftness ; 

A chasm of teeth to lions ; 

To birds the pow'r of flying ; 

To fishes that of swimming ; 

On men bestowed she spirit. 

For women had she nothing. 

What does she give them ? Beauty- 

In lieu of all our bucklers, 

In lieu of all our lances. 

She who possesses beauty, 

Both fire and steel will conquer. 
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III. 



ON EROS. 



,r p was about the midnight season, 
When Arktus turns already 
To the hand of old Bootes, 
And the many tribes of mortals 
Are all lying, worn and weary ; 
It was then there came young Eros 
At my bolted doors a-knocking. 
" Who is't knocks," said I, " so loudly ? 
Thou my pleasant dreams dost scatter." 
But says Eros, " Open, prithee ; 
'Tis an infant, be not frighten'd. 
I am fairly drench'd, and lonely 
In the moonless night I wander." 
At his tale I felt some pity ; 
So my lamp forthwith I lighted, 
And I opened ; and an infant 
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I beheld, a bow who carried, 
And a quiver too, and pinions. 
Then beside the hearth I set him, 
And I warmed his little fingers 
In my palms, and from his tresses 
Did I wring the dripping water. 
From the cold when he recovered, 
" Let us," cried he, " make a trial 
Of my bow ; the string, I fear me, 
May be damaged by the moisture." 
And he bends it then and strikes me 
In my liver, like a gad-fly. 
Up he leapt then, shrilly laughing ; 
Said : " My host, let us be joyful ; 
For the bow is quite uninjured ; 
In thy heart, tho', thou wilt suffer." 
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IV. 

ON HIMSELF. 

TJ P0N tender sprigs of myrtle, 
Upon pleasant leaves of lotus, 
I would wish to drink reclining. 
And let Eros gird his tunic 
Round his shoulders with papyrus, 
Fill my wine, and wait upon me. 
For our life doth run as quickly 
As a chariot-wheel revolving. 
And when once this frame is shatter'd, 
We shall lie a heap of ashes. 
What avails to 'noint a tombstone ? 
And to pour out vain libations ? 
Rather 'noint me while I'm living ; 
And of roses place a garland 
On my head ; and call my mistress. 
For ere yet I'm forced to mingle 
In the dances down in Hades 
I would wish to banish sorrow. 
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V. 



ON THE ROSE. 




'P'he rose, the flow'r of Eros, 
Let us join with Dionysus ; 
The rose, that blooms so lovely, 
Around our temples wreathing, 
Let us drink, with gentle laughter. 
The rose, the best of flowers ; 
The rose, the Spring's own darling ; 
And e'en the Gods love roses. 
With the rose Kythera's offspring 
Enwreathes his silken tresses, 
When dancing with the Graces. 
I will crown myself then, harping 
In thy shrine, O Dionysus, 
With a fair deep-bosom'd damsel, 
And be-crown'd with rosy chaplets, 
Thickly woven, lead the dances. 
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VI. 



A FEAST. 



J-Javing garlanded our temples 
With thickly woven roses, 
Let us drink with tipsy laughter ; 
While to the lyre's soft music 
A dainty-ancled damsel 
Shall dance, and shake the thyrsus 
With wreathed ivy rattling ; 
And a youth with silken tresses, 
And lips all sweetly breathing, 
Shall play upon the lute-strings, 
A dulcet strain out-pouring. 
And Love with golden tresses, 
And the beautiful Lyaeus, 
And the beautiful Kythera 
Shall joyously be present 
At the feast so dear to old men. 
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VII. 



ON EROS. 



'Y\f ith his hyacinthine sceptre 
Did Eros smartly smite me, 
And bade me race beside him. 
And I ran through sharpest rapids, 
And woods, and deepest valleys, 
Till quite with sweat exhausted ; 
And my spirit to my nostrils 
Rose up, and near I fainted. 
But Eros fann'd my forehead 
With his tender pinions, saying : 
" Why, to love thou art not able." 
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VIII. 



A DREAM. 



Qf a night as I was sleeping 

On my couch of dark sea-purple, 

Being cheery with Lyseus, 

It appeared that I on tiptoes 

A rapid race was running, 

And with buxom virgins sporting. 

And some youths were there who mocked me ; 

They were fairer than Lyaeus, 

And most biting jeers they uttered 

On account of those young Beauties ; 

And as I would fain have kiss'd them, 

With my sleep they all fled from me. 

So that left alone and wretched, 

I desired again to slumber. 
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IX. 



ON A DOVE. 



'Phou pretty dove, thou darling, 
Ah ! whence, ah ! whence art flying ? 
And whence such many perfumes, 
As through the air thou skimmest, 
Dost breathe and scatter round thee ? 
Who art thou ? What thy errand ? 
" Anacreon has sent me 
To the boy, to his Bathyllus, 
Who now all hearts doth govern 
As sovereign and as tyrant. 
Kythera sold me, taking 
A little hymn in barter. 
And now I serve my master! 
Anacreon, in this wise; 
And for him, as thou seest, 
I carry his love-letters. 
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And he declares that shortly 
At liberty he'll set me. 
But I, tho' he discharge me, 
Will still remain his servant. 
For why should I go flying 
About the fields and mountains ? 
Or perch on branches, eating 
Some coarse and scanty morsel ? 
I now eat bread in plenty, 
And peck it from the hands of 
Anacreon my master. 
And for my drink he gives me 
The wine that he himself drinks. 
And having drunk, I caper, 
And then my dear old master 
I cover with my pinions ; 
And then, if I feel drowsy, 
Upon his lyre I slumber. 
Thou knowest all ; be off now. 
Why, man, I vow thou'st made me 
Like any crow to chatter." 
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X. 



ON A WAXEN EROS. ' 

A certain youth was selling 
A little waxen Eros : 
So I went up and ask'd him : 
" Say, how much art thou willing 
To sell this work of thine for ?" 
But he replied in Doric : 
" For what thou wilt, may'st have him : 
Though I would have thee know it 
That I am no wax-worker ; 
But I can house no longer 
With this all-grasping Eros." 
" Here, give him, give him me^then, 
For a drachma, this fine fellow. 
And, Eros, see thou promptly 
Inflame me ; if thou do not, 
In fire shalt thou be melted." 
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XI. 



ON HIMSELF, 



'P'he women often tell me : 
" Anacreon, thou'rt old now ; 
Just take a glass and look at 
The hair — that's there no longer ! 
Just see how bald thy forehead !" 
But, sooth, for my part, whether 
The hair is there or not there 
I know not ; but I do know 
It best befits an old man 
In pleasure to disport him 
The nearer Fate approaches. 
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XII. 



TO A SWALLOW. 



^Jhkt wilt that I do with thee — 
Ah, what, thou chatt'ring swallow ? 
Dost wiSh that I should catch thee, 
And clip thy slender pinions ? 
Or, like that cruel Tereus, 
Would'st rather I should treat thee, 
And cut thy noisy tongue out ? 
Why from my pleasant slumbers, 
With thy too-early chirping, 
Dost snatch away Bathyllus ? 
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XIII. 



ON HIMSELF, 



'P'here are, who tell the stoiy 

Of the semi-female Attis, 

Who, mad for fair Kybebe, 

Went shouting 'mong the mountains. 

There are, who by the Clarus 

Drinking the babbling water 

Of laurel-bearing Phoebus, 

Go frantically shouting. 

But I, intoxicated 

With Bacchus and with ointments, 

And my own dearest mistress, 

Am gladly, gladly frantic. 



\ 
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XIV. 

ON EROS. 

J will, I will, indeed, love, 

By Eros I'm persuaded ; 

But my mind was long ill-counselled, 

And would not be persuaded. 

Without delay then seizing 

His bow and golden quiver, 

He challenged me to combat. 

Then taking on my shoulder 

My breast-plate, like Achilleus, 

My spear, too, and my target, 

I combated with Eros. 

He shot, but I escaped him. 

When his arrows he had finished, 

Then wax'd he wroth, and darted 

Himself off like a jav'lin. 

Right through my heart he pierced me, 

And thoroughly subdued me. 

In vain had I a target. 

Why wage then outer warfare, 

When war within me rages ? 
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XV. 

ON LIVING UNENVIOUSLY. 

J care not for the riches 

Of Gyges, king of Sardis ; 

Ambition doth not move me ; 

Nor do I envy tyrants. 

I do tho* care to moisten 

My beard with od'rous ointment ; 

I also care to garland 

My head with fragrant roses. 

For to-day I care devoutly ; 

For to-morrow — no one knows it 

Then while 'tis fair at present, 

Drink thou, and dice, and pour forth 

Libations to Lyaeus ; 

Lest Sickness come upon thee 

And say : — Shalt drink no longer. 
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XVI. 



ON HIMSELF. 



'Phou singest Theban battles ; 
Another, those of Phrygia ; 
But I, of mine own capture. 
It was not horse o'erthrew me, 
Nor foot, nor navy either ; 
But a strange and novel army 
From piercing eyes hath shot me. 
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XVII. 

ON A SILVER DRINKING CUP. 

Tn fashioning this silver, 
Hephaestus, prithee make me 
A panoply — by no means. 
What have I to do with fighting ? 
But make a hollow beaker, 
As deep as thou art able, 
And make me all around it, 
Not stars, such as the waggon, 
Or Orion the gloomy. 
What care I for the Pleiads, 
Or the stars of old Bootes ? 
But fashion me a vine-stock, 
With twining grapes upon it, 
And Maenads gathering bunches. 
And make me too a wine-press, 
And Eros and Bathyllus, 
In gold, to tread the juice out, 
Conjoin'd with fair Lyaeus. 
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XVIII. 

ON A SILVER CUP. 

Qh ! skilful artist, work me, 

A goblet of the spring-time ; 

The time that brings us roses, 

Those prime and dearest treasures. 

And chase upon the silver, 

A full and pleasant banquet. 

I'll have no sacrifices ; 

Nor ought to joy that's foreign ; 

Nor any tragic story \ 

But of Zeus the genial offspring, 

The great and jovial Bacchus, 

And love's high-priestess, Kypris, 

With Hymenaeus dancing. 

And 'grave the Loves unweapon'd, 

And the Graces sweetly laughing, 

Beneath a leafy vine-stock, 

Well-fiird with grapes in clusters ; 

And let handsome youths be added, 

And let Phoebus too disport him. 
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XIX. 

ON THE NEED FOR DRINKING. 

'The dry and dusky earth drinks ; 
The trees too, drink her moisture ; 
The sea doth drink the rivers ; 
The sun doth drink the sea-waves ; 
The moon doth drink the sun-beams. 
Why cavil then at me, friend, 
That I am fond of drinking ? 
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XX. 



TO A MAIDEN. 



Qnce on the Phrygian mountains, 

Stood Niobe in marble ; 

Once too Pandion's daughter 

Skimmed through the air, a swallow. 

And I would be a mirror, 

That thou might'st look upon me : 

Or I would be a tunic, 

That thou might'st always wear me ; 

Or fain would I be water, ' 

To wash thy beauteous body ; 

Or ointment, dearest woman, 

That so I might anoint thee ; 

Or a girdle round thy bosom ; 

Or a pearl-band for thy necklace ; 

Nay, I would be a sandal, 

That thou might'st trample on me. 
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XXI. 

ON HIMSELF. 

Qh ! give me, woman, give me, 
A heavy draught of Bacchus ; 
For I now subdued and prostrate, 
With excessive heat am gasping. 
And his fragrant flowers give me ; 
Though the wreaths, I fear, will wither, 
With the which I crown my temples. 
But the burning heat of passion, 
How, my heart, shall I extinguish ? 
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XXII. 



TO BATHYLLUS. 



r^OME and sit thee down, Bathyllus, 
In the shade ; the tree is lovely ; 
And its tender tresses quiver 
On its young and slender branches, 
And beside it there invites us, 
A rill, with suasive murmur. 
Who could see, and yet pass by it, 
So sweet a place of resting ? 
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XXIII. 

ON THE LOVE OF WEALTH. 

J f I thought that golden riches 

Could life bestow on mortals, 

I watchfully would guard them ; 

That when Death should come his errand, 

He might take his share and vanish. 

But since 'tis not permitted, 

That mortals life should purchase, 

What boots it vainly sighing ? 

Why utter lamentations ? 

Since death indeed is certain, 

Of what avail are riches ? 

Nay, let me rather drink then, 

And of wine the sweetest drinking, 

With boon companions revel ; 

And on soft couches lying, 

Devote myself to Kypris. * 
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XXIV. 

ON HIMSELF. 

"Reing born here as a mortal, 
On this life's journey to travel, 
I can tell all I have passed through ; 
But I know nought of the future. 
Then in sooth leave me, ye sorrows ; 
You and I nought have in common. 
Ere the end stealeth upon me, 
I with sports, laughter and dances, 
Will enjoy lovely Lyaeus. 
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XXV. 



ON HIMSELF. 



When wine I drink, my sorrows 

Are quickly hush'd in slumber, 
What care I then for troubles, 
'For tears or lamentations ? 
From death there is no 'scaping ; 
But my life why should I squander ? 
Then let us quaff the liquor 
Of the beautiful Lyaeus. 
For when we drink, our sorrows 
At once are hush'd in slumber. 
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XXVI. 



ON HIMSELF. 



When Bacchus is mine inmate, 
My cares are hush'd in slumber ; 
I seem as rich as Kroesus, 
And fain would gaily carol ; 
And recumbent, crowned with ivy 
In my mind I spurn at all things. 
Arm thou ; I drink the meanwhile, 
Bring me the goblet here, boy ! 
Tis better to be prostrate 
By drink, than by death o'ertaken. 
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XXVII. 



ON DIONYSIUS. 



When the child of Zeus, Lyaeus, 
The care-dispelling Bacchus, \ 
Into my spirit enters, 
He brings me tipsy pleasure, 
And how to dance instructs me, 
There are other joys to charm me, 
Than mirth and tipsy frolic. 
In the midst of song and revel 
Then Afrodita charms me 
And again to dance I hasten. 
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XXVIII. 



ON HIS MISTRESS. 



Prithee come, thou best of painters, 
Prithee paint me, best of painters, 
Of the Rhodian art thou master, 
Altho' absent, paint my mistress 
In the manner I shall tell thee. 
In the first place paint her tresses 
Of a sable hue and glossy ; 
And, if wax have powV to do it, 
Let them breathe a balmy perfume. 
And beneath the purple tresses, 
Above cheeks of rosy fulness, 
Thou must paint an iv'ry forehead ; 
And the eye-brows not divided 
Nor yet wholly join'd together ; 
But let them be, as hers are, 
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Imperceptibly united, 

As an arch above the eye-lids. 

But her eye to picture truly, 

Thou the flash of fire must borrow ; 

Make it grey-blue, like Athena's, 

Make it humid, like Kythera's. 

And to paint her cheeks and nostrils 

Thou must mingle milk with roses. 

And her lips depict like Peitho's, 

Which invite to loving kisses. 

And within the soft chin-dimple, 

And around the neck of marble, 

Let the Graces all be flying. 

For the rest, I'd have thee drape her 

In a garment of light purple, 

With the flesh just seen a little, 

As a sample of the body. 

But enough ! herself I look on ! 

Sure the wax will soon find language. 
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XXIX. 



ON BATHYLLUS. 



£ome and paint me my Bathyllus, 
My beloved, as I shall teach thee.. 
First make his tresses glossy, 
At the roots let them be blackish, 
At the tips more bright and sunny j 
And let them cluster freely, 
.Not curled by art, nor braided, 
But let them lie at random. 
Let his fresh and youthful forehead 
Be girded by his eyebrows, 
More glossy-dark than serpents. 7 
Let his eye be black and earnest, 
Yet with tender calmness mingled ; 
The one from Ares borrowed, 
The one from fair Kythera ; 
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That fear spring from the former, 

And hope burn from the latter. 

And let his cheek be rosy, 

And downy as the quince is ; 

And as much as thou art able, 

Let a modest blush o'erspread it 

And his lips — in sooth I know not 

In what manner thou should'st make them — 

But steeped in soft persuasion. 

In a word, the waxen portrait 

Should have a speaking silence. 

And beneath this lovely visage 

The iv'ry neck and shoulders 

Of Adonis must be added. 

And the chest thou then must give him 

And the twain soft hands of Hermes ; 

* # * * 

* * * * 

* * * * 

* * * * 

* # * # 

* * * # 
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Of his feet what should I tell thee ? 
Have what reward thou askest. 
Here ! take thou this Apollo, 
And finish thy Bathyllus ; 
And if thou go to Samos, 
Paint Phoebus from Bathyllus. 




ANACREON. 35 



XXX. 



ON EROS. 



"Pros caught by the muses, 
Bound with flowery garlands, 
Gave they over to Beauty. 
Then comes fair Kytheraea, 
Bringing ransom in plenty; 
And she seeks to release him. 
But whoe'er would release him, 
He goes not, but remains there, 
Now he knows how to serve her. 
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XXXI. 



ON HIMSELF, 



J^ay, by the gods, allow me 
To drink, to drink a full draught ; 
To drink till I am frantic ! 
And frantic was Alkmaeon, 
And Orestes of the white feet, 
When they had slain their mothers. 
But I, who have slain no one, 
By merely drinking red wine, 
Am gladly, gladly frantic. 
And Heracles was frantic, 
His awful quiver shaking, 
His Iphitean bow too. 
And frantic too was Aias, 
His buckler when he rattled 
With the sword of mighty Hector. 
While I with but a goblet, 
And on my locks this garland, 
Nor bow nor sword possessing, 
Am gladly, gladly frantic. 
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XXXII. 

ON HIS OWN LOVES. 

^he leaves of all the forests, 
If thou art skilled to reckon ; 
If thou canst tell the billows 
Of all the seas together ; 
Of the loves then of my bosom, 
I'll make thee sole accountant 
And first of all from Athens, 
Of loves put down a twenty, 
And then add fifteen others ; 
And let forsooth from Korinth, 
A swarm of loves be added ; 
For, troth, does not Achaia 
Abound with beauteous women ? 
Then put me down the Lesbians, 
And further the Ionians, 
And those from Rhodes and Karia, 
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Of loves, in all two thousand. 
What say'st ? Go on inscribing. 
Untold my Syrian passions, 
And those too of Kanobus ; 
And those of Krete, possessing 
All things, within whose cities 
Doth Eros hold his orgies. 
Expect not I should reckon, 
Of all my loves the number, 
On the other side of Gades ; 
The Bactrians and the Indians. 
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XXXIII. 

TO A SWALLOW. 

Y ES > thou, my pretty swallow, 
Dost make thy journey yearly ; 
Thy nest in summer weaving, 
Unseen again in winter, 
Or at the Nile, or Memphis. 
But Eros in my bosom 
His nest is ever weaving. 
One Love is fledged already, 
And one is in the egg still, 
And one is only half-hatched. 
And there's a constant bustle, 
With the young ones alway chirping. 
And the bigger Loves for ever 
Are nourishing the smaller. 
And in their turn the nurslings, 
Produce a brood of young ones. 
What course then can be taken ? 
I have not strength sufficient 
So many Loves to banish. 
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XXXIV. 



TO A MAIDEN. 



"y^HiTE though my hair thou seest, 
Fly me not, prithee, therefore ; 
Bright though thyself be, maiden, 
Full in the bloom of beauty, 
Shun not my passion therefore. 
Hast thou not seen in garlands 
How doth the white of the lily, 
Happily blend with roses ? 
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xxxy. 

ON EUROPA. 

^his bull, my boy, I take it, 
Is for a Zeus intended ; 
For on his back he carries, 
A fair Sidonian woman \ 
And the broad sea he crosses, 
With his hoofs the billows cleaving. 
No bull one ever heard of, 
Escaping from his fellows, 
Did navigate the sea thus, 
Excepting only this one. 
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XJCXVI. 

ON LIVING CHEERFULLY. 

Jn the laws why wouldst instruct me, 

And the proofs of rhetoricians ? 

For so many words what care I ? 

For words that help to nothing ! 

To drink tho' rather teach me 

The juice of soft Lyaeus \ 

To sport too rather teach me, 

With the golden Afrodita. 

My head is crowned with grey hair. 

Bring water, pour me wine, boy, 

And tranquillize my spirit. 

As a corse thou soon wilt shroud me ; 

And the dead have nought to wish for. 
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XXXVII. 

ON THE SPRING. 

"Pehold at the Spring's appearance, 1 

How the Graces are scatt'ring roses ! 

Behold how the waves of the sea now, 

Are smoothed in tranquil silence ! 

Behold how the duck is diving, 

And the crane on his journey starting ! 

And brightly shineth Titan ; 

And the cloud-shades hence are driven ; 

And the works of man look splendid, 

And the earth with her fruits is sprouting ; 

And the olive-bud is sprouting ; 

And crown'd is the juice of Bacchus ; 

And on ev'ry twig and leaflet, 

The future fruit is swelling. 
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XXXVIII. 

ON HIMSELF. 

1( y is true I am an old man ; 
I drink, tho', more than young ones, 
And if to dance I'm wanted, 
This wine-bag is my sceptre ; 
A cane is good for nothing. 
And he who wants to combat, 
Why, let him come and combat. 
Bring me, my boy, the goblet, 
Therein first having mingled, 
Some wine of honey colour. 
'Tis true I am an old man ; 
But mimicking Silenus, 
I in the midst will caper. 
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XXXIX. 

ON HIMSELF, 

*Y\/hen of wine I drink a plenty, 
Then my heart, with rapture gladden'd, 
Begins its song of the muses. 
When of wine I drink a plenty, 
All my cares and grievous troubles 
Are driven away and scatter'd 
To the billow-lashing breezes. 
When of wine I drink a plenty, 
Then the joy relaxing Bacchus, 
Amid flow'ry airs doth whirl me 
In glad intoxication. 
When of wine I drink a plenty, 
I weave me flow'ry garlands, 
And upon my head I place them ; 
And I sing how tranquil life is. 
When of wine I drink a plenty, 
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My body with sweet ointment 

I anoint, and hold my mistress 

In my arms, and sing of Kypris. 

When of wine I drink a plenty, 

With deep and ample goblets, 

My immost bosom opens \ 

I am charmed with the dance of maidens. 

When of wine I drink a plenty, 

As the only gain I count it ; 

And that I carry with me ; 

For to die is the lot of all men. 
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XL. 

ON EROS. 

Tt chanced that Eros saw not 

A bee, that 'mid some roses 

Was sleeping, and it stung him 

Upon his finger ; wringing 

His little hands, and crying, 

He flew away, and hastened 

To find the fair Kythera. 

" I'm lost, my mother," cried he, 

" I'm lost, and I am dying. 

A little snake has stung me, 

'Twas wing'd : a bee they call it, 

Among the country people." 

She answer'd : " If the bee's sting 

Doth torture so severely, 

Think how much more must torture, 

Those, Eros, which thou dartest" 
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XLL 

ON A DRINKING-BOUT. 

Let us cheerly drink our wine, boy ; 
Let us blithely sing of Bacchus, 
He first the dance invented ; 
He loves the song in fulness ; 
Congenial he to Eros, 
The belov'd of Kytheraea ; 
Of tipsy Mirth the father ; 
From him are born the Graces ; 
Through him all sorrow ceases, 
And care is sent to slumber. 
Then let fair youths in goblets, 
Prepare and mix the liquor ; 
And grief be banish'd, mingled 
With the wind-nurs'd storms of heaven. 
And we will drain our beakers, 
And drive away our troubles. 
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What 'vantage doth it bring thee, 
With cares to be tormented ? 
How can we know the future ? 
For to man is life uncertain. 
Let me join in tipsy revels, 
And delicately Pointed, 
Disport me with fair women. 
Let those who care about them, 
Concern themselves with troubles. 
We cheerly drink our wine, boys ; 
We blithely sing of Bacchus. 
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XLII. 

ON HIMSELF. 

J desire to join the dances 
Of the frolic-loving Bacchus ; 
And I love to play the lyre too, 
With a youth as boon companion ; 
And with hyacinthine chaplets, 
Around my temples woven, 
To sport with lovely maidens, 
Do I love the best of all things. 
My bosom knows not envy ; 
Nay, envious hate I know not ; 
And I shun the subtle arrows 
That dart from the tongue of Malice. 
And fights o'er wine are hateful 
At feasts that should be joyous. 
With freshly blooming maidens, 
To the soft harp deftly dancing, 
Let me pass a life of quiet. 
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XLIII. 

TO THE CICADA. 

A^e may well pronounce thee happy, 
Oh, Cicada ! that on tree-tops, 
Having drunk thy little dew-draught, 
Like a king enthron'd thou singest. 
Thine own are all things round thee ; 
In the fields whate'er thou viewest, 
And whate'er the wood produces. 
Thou a friend art to the tiller, 
Doing harm to nought and no one ; 
And esteem'd thou art of mortals, 
The sweet harbinger of summer. 
And the muses truly love thee : 
And thou art loved of Phoebus, 
For thy clear-toned voice he gave thee. 
And with age thou dost not wither, 
Loving song, earth-born and prudent, 
With nor flesh, nor blood, nor sorrow, 
To the Gods thou'rt nearly equal. 

4—2 
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XLIV. 

ON A DREAM. 

J dreamt that I was running 
With wings upon my shoulders ; 
And that Eros, having lead-weights 
On his pretty little ankles, 
Ran after me and caught me. 
What might this dream betoken ? 
As for me, I think that having 
In many loves been tangled, 
And from all escaped in safety, 
By this new one I am fettered. 
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XLV. 

ON THE DARTS OF EROS. 

Qnce the husband of Kythera, 
At his Lemnian forges working, 

Took some steel, and 'gan to fashion 

For the Loves their pointed arrows. 

And then Kypris took some honey, 

And she tipp'd the points with sweetness ; 

But by Eros gall was mingled. 

From the war-field then came Ares, 

And his heavy spear he brandish'd, 

At the darts of Eros mocking. 

But said Eros : " This is heavy ; 

If thou try, thou so wilt find it." 

And the god received the arrow ; 

And Kythera smil'd to see it. 

Then said Ares, sighing: "Truly 

It is heavy; take it from me." 

But said Eros : " Better keep it" 
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XLVI. 

iON EROS. 

Mot to love indeed is painful ; 
And to love is also painful ; 
But the painfullest of all is 
For a lover to be slighted. 
But with Eros birth avails not ; 
And scorned are worth and wisdom, 
And wealth alone regarded. 
May he for ever perish 
Who loved the first for money. 
Through this there is no brother; 
Through this there are no parents ; 
Through this are war and slaughter. 
But the worst is that we lovers 
Through this are doomed to perish. 
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XLVII. 

ON AN OLD MAN. 

J love a cheerful old man ; 
I love a dancing young one ; 
But when an old man dances, 
His looks may show him aged, 
But his spirits prove him youthful. 
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XLVIII. 

ON DIONYSUS. 

The god hath now descended, 
Who niakes our youth unwearied 
In labor, bold in loving, 
And graceful in festive dancing. 
He brings the drink of gladness, 
The soft love-draught to mortals. 
The offspring of the vine-stock, 
That in the grape lies prison'd, 
With tender care he guardeth ; 
That when the fruit is gathered, 
All may be render'd healthy ; 
In their well-knit bodies healthy, 
In their cheerful spirits healthy, 
Till the time of next year's vintage. 



ANACREON. 57 



XLIX. 

ON A DISC BEARING AFRODITA. 

May, but who this sea hath fashioned? 
Nay, but what inspired cunning ? 
Was it o'er the discus poufd forth 
Even waves upon the sea's back ? 
And what mind to the gods uplifted 
Could upon the sea have graven 
The white and dainty Kypris, 
From whom the Blest have being ? 
He hath drawn the goddess naked ; 
Only, what it were not lawful 
To behold, with waves he covers. 
And floating gently forward, 
Like a spray of whitest sea-weed, 
In the smooth and tranquil water, 
As she plunges with her body, 
She drives the splash before her ; 
And just where her rosy bosom 
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From her tender neck is parted, 
She divides the surging billows. 
In the middle of the furrow 
She appeaxeth through the water 
Like a violet-circled lily. 
And along the silver billow, 
Upon leaping dolphins mounted, 
There are Himeros and Eros, 
At the wiles of mortals mocking. 
And a circling band of fishes, 
Amid the waters scatter'd, 
Round Pafia's body gambol, 
To make her smile in swimming. 
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L. 



ON THE VINTAGE. 

J^o ! men and maids together, 
In baskets on their shoulders, 
The tawny grapes arq bearing 
To cast them in the wine-press. 
And the males the clusters trample, 
And set the wine at freedom ; 
To the godhead loudly shouting, 
In their merry vintage-carols, 
When the fresh and pleasant Bacchus 
In the casks they see fermenting. 
And whene'er an old man tastes him, 
He will dance, tho' his feet may totter, 
And shake his locks of silver. 
And the loving youth in ambush, 
To the lovely maid approaches, 
Who has flung her tender body 
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Beneath the shady branches, 
Oppress'd with heavy slumber. 
And the girl is coax'd by Eros, 
To betray her bridal treasure ; 
If his words may not persuade her, 
He will master her reluctance ; 
For Youth with Bacchus tipsy i 
Disporteth somewhat rudely. 
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LI. 

ON THE ROSE. 

Tn this garland-bearing Spring-time, 

Of the rose I sing the praises ; 

And do thou, my friend, sing with me. 

Of the gods it is the incense ; 

The delight it is of mortals ; 

The adornment of the Graces 

In the Loves' all-flow'ry season ; 

And the toy of Afrodita. 

And the charm it is of fable, 

And the fav'rite of the Muses. 

And 'tis sweet to him who finds it, 

Amid the thorny bye-ways ; 

And 'tis sweet to him who takes it, 

In his tender hands to cherish, 

And uplifts the flow'r of Eros. 

To the sage too it is welcome, 
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At all feasts and private tables, 

And the festivals of Bacchus. 

For without the rose what were there ? 

Eros is rosy-fingered ; 

And the nymphs are rosy-arm'd too ; 

And the bards say Afrodita 

Has a skin of rosy colour. 

To the rich man brings it comfort, 

To the dead it gives assistance. 

To time it bids defiance ; 

And the pleasant age of roses 

Retains their youthful odour. 

Of its origin now sing we. 

What time produced by Pontus 

Was the dew-besprent Kythera 

From the foam of the azure billows ; 

And the war-exciting Pallas 

From his head when Zeus gave birth to, 

And startled all Olympus ; 

With a crop of wondrous roses, 

Then the earth spontaneous sprouted, 

A many-tinted marvel. 
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And the host of blest Immortals, 
To perfect the rose imbued it 
With their nectar, and they bade it 
On the thorn-bush grow, the honoufd, 
And immortal plant of Bacchus. 
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LIL 

ON HIMSELF. 

"^/hen I see a troup of younglings, 
My own youth returns upon mej* 
And tho' old I am, I hurry 
To join them in their dances. 
So, my friend, be youthful with me. 
Give me roses for a garland ; 
And away with Age, the hoary. 
As a youth, with youths I'll caper, 
And a stream let some one bring me 
From the fruit of Dionysus. 
He shall see an old man's vigour, 
Who is learned in his speaking, 
Who is learned in his drinking, 
And who gracefully can frolic. 



* 
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LIII. 

ON LOVERS. 

Y 0UR horses on their hip-joints 

A certain brand-mark carry ; 
And Parthians may by all men 
Be known by their tiaras. 
So I, when I see lovers, 
At once can recognise them ; 
For a subtle mark they carry 
Of all their inward feelings. 
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i 



LIV. 

(~J.ive me the lyre of Homer, 
But without its chord of battle. 
And the regulation goblets 
Bring with the laws together, 
That tipsily I may gambol ; 
Yet still with moderation. 
To the lyre so gaily singing 
I'll join the festive carol. 
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LV. 

Prithee now, thou best of painters, 

To the lyric Muse come listen. 

* * # * 

Paint me the sportive Bacchae 

On their double pipes shrill-blowing ; 

And paint me too the cities, 

The joyous and the laughing ; 

And if the wax be able, 

Paint me the laws of lovers. 
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LVI. 

ON GOLD. 

'^Y'hen Gold, the runagate varlet, 

On swiftest pinions flies me, 
Swift as the very breezes, 
(And he ever, ever flies me ;) 
I follow not ; for who would 
Caress a thing that hates him ? 
And when at length releas'd from 
This Gold, the runagate varlet, 
My cares and griefs and sorrows 
I give the winds to carry ; 
And take my lyre, and on it 
I play, and carol love-songs. 
And when at last my spirit 
Learns wholly to contemn him, 
The runagate begs me, bringing 
A drunken rout of troubles, 



ANACREON. 69 

That I should take him to me, 
And to my lyre turn traitor. 
Ah ! faithless Gold ! ah ! faithless ! 
In vain would'st thou beguile me ! 
Than Gold my harp is better ; 
Then list to its love-songs. 
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Continuation of LVL 

ON APOLLO. 

^£o my harp will I make music, 

Although no prize be offer'd ; 

For it is the care of each man, 

Who hath pluck'd the floVr of wisdom. 

And with mine iv'ry plectrum, 

Clear melodies awaking, 

I will sing in Phrygian measure ; 

As a cygnet of Kaystrus, 

Who rouses with his white wings, 

The wind's accordant music. 

And, Muse, do thou sing with me, 

For sacred unto Phoebus 

Are the cithern, bay and tripod. 

I will sing the love of Phoebus, 

Though useless was his passion ; 
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For prudent was the virgin. 
The sting tho' she escaped from, 
Yet her shape and nature changing, 
As a leafy shrub she rustles. 
But Phoebus — on went Phoebus, 
Thinking to force the virgin ; 
And but green branches clasp'd be, 
When he sought the rites of Kypris. 

But my soul, how is't thou ragest 
With the rage of noblest frenzy ? 
Thou wield'st the dart with vigour, 
But, the mark once hit, depart now. 
And the bow of Afrodita, 
That vanquish'd Gods, relinquish ; 
Be Anacreon thy model, 
The fam'd melodious singer ; 
With a cup let the youths be greeted, 
With a cup of loving sweetness ; 
That from the draught of nectar, 
They may gather strength and comfort, 
From the fiery star escaping. 
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But thou, by fraud and envy, 
With men hast love supplanted ; 
The lyre would'st render sordid ; 
And from dear and cherish'd kisses 
Would'st part the cup of passion. 
Away ! soon as it lists thee ; 
But I my lyre's sweet music 
Will not abate one tittle. 
Thy wiles in place of the Muses 
May haply please barbarians ; 
But from me, the merry lyrist, 
Thou shalt not drive the Muses 
With all thy gorgeous splendour. 
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LVII. 

ON SPRING. 

|-Jow pleasant is it to ramble 
Among the fresh verdant meadows, 
Where softest airs Zephyrus breathes 
Of most perfumy fragrance. 
There to behold the tendrils of Bacchus, 
Under the foliage strolling, 
With a sweet maiden beside me, 
Wholly of Kypris breathing. 
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LVIII. 

BY ANACREON. 

J^Jy temples, sooth, already 
Are grey ; my head is hoary ; 
And cheery youth no longer 
Is mine ; my teeth are aged. 
Not much more time now is there 
Of this sweet life remaining. 
Hence oft I sob in terror 
Of Tartarus the gloomy ; 
For sad is the house of Hades, 
And the downward journey painful ; 
For to him who hath descended, 
No re-ascent is granted. 
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LIX. 

« 

BY THE SAME. 

£ome hither, boy, and bring me 

A goblet ; for a full draught 

I would drink ; pour out five measures 

Of wine, with ten of water ; 

That so, devoid of scandal, 

I myself with Bacchus moisten. 
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LX. 

(^ome, give it, that no longer 
With shouts and senseless clamor 
We may hold a Scythian revel ; 
But temperately drinking 
May with pleasant songs be joyous. 
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LXI. 

BY THE SAME. 

J sing of gentle Eros ; 
Of him who in abundance 
Bears many-flower'd garlands ; 
Of gods he is the ruler, '« 
And mortals he enslaveth. 
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LXII. 

A PRAYER, BY THE SAME. 

'P'hef, fair Artemis, huntress, 
Child of Zeus, do I supplicate ; 
Come thou mistress of wild beasts 
Down to the eddies of Lethe's stream ; 
View this city propitiously, 
Cheer its heart-stricken habitants ; 
No barbarian citizens 
Dost thou foster within it. 
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LXIII. 

BY THE SAME. 

'J* hracian filly, glancing at me 
With askant eyes, why dost shun me 
So unkindly ? Dost thou fancy, 
That I nothing know of skill ? 
Nay, but learn the truth, that on thee 
I could deftly cast the bridle, 
And the reins then firmly holding, 
Guide thee tow'rd the course's goal. 
But the meadows now thou grazest, 
Now disportest lightly skipping, 
Since no skuTd or dextrous rider 
Hast thou chanced as yet to find. 
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LXIV. 

Oh, let death approach ! for no other deUVrance 
Can be found, alas ! for life's trouble and sorrow. 



i 
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LXV. 

ON EROS. 

^s once I wove a garland, 
I saw Eros 'mong the roses ; 
So by his wings I caught him, 
And in my wine I dipp'd him, 
And took and fairly drunk him ; 
And now my limbs for ever 
Are tickled with his pinions, 
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SOME EPIGRAMS BY ANACREON. 




\7aliant in fight Timocritns was, whose tomb is 

before thee; 
Ares spares not the brave; only the coward he 

spares. 

Round this funeral pile comes aH Abdera, bewailing 

Agathon, who in his prime perish'd, the noble 

and bold. 

Never before in the fierce storm-whirl of terrible 

battle, 

Ares, blood-loving god, slew such a valorous youth. 

in. 

Thee too, Cleenorides, the desire for thy fatherland 
ruin'd, 
During the south-wind's sway, braving its wintery 
rage; 
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For that time which gives no surety was 'suddenly 
on thee ; 
So were thy youthful charms drown'd in the 
watery main. 

IV. 

She with a thyrsus is named Eliconias ; she that is 
near her 
Is Xanthippe ; and next Glauca is coming behind. 
Down from the mountains dancing they come, and 
they bring Dionysus 
Ivy and clustering grapes, 'long with an over-fed 
goat. 

v. 

Herdsman, farther afield go pasture thy herd; or 
among them, 
Myron's bullock thou'lt take, in the belief 'tis alive. 

VI. 

Never in mould was this bullock cast*; but with age 

into metal 

A Transferred, Myron now feigns it the work of his 

hand. 

6—2 
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VIL 

That man hold I not dear, who, drinking his wine 
from a fiiTL bowl, 
Eos of conquest and war 'gngq £mt the dolorous 

But who the glorious gifts of the Moses and 6ir 
Afrodita 
Mingling together, reals feelings of joy and of 
love. 



L 
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ON ADONIS DEAD, 

{ATTRIBUTED TO THEOCRITUS.) 

'J'he fair Cythera, seeing 

The corpse of her Adonis, 
His silky hair all sordid, 
His rosy cheeks all pallid, 
Commands the Loves to hasten 
And bring the boar before her. 
And straightway off they hurried, 
And through the whole wood coursing, 
The hateful boar discovered. 
Then strong and fast they bound him ; 
. And by the cord that held him, 
One forward dragged the captive ; 
Another, hastening after, 
With bows kept striking at him. 
But the beast went slow and timid ; 
He feared to face Cythera. 
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To him thus spake the Goddess : 

" Of beasts thou worst and vilest, 
Didst thou this thigh so injure ? 
Didst thou so wound my husband ?" 

But thus the beast made answer : 
" I swear to thee, Cythera, 
Aye, by thyself, I swear it, 
And by thy husband also, 
And by these chains that bind me, 
And by these winged hunters, 
I had no wish to injure 
Thy young and beauteous husband. 
I gazed as on a statue ; 
To bear the flame not able, 
On the thigh that he had naked 
I was mad to print my kisses, 
Unto my own perdition. 
But take them, Cypris ; cut them ; 
Wreak all thy vengeance on them ; . 
Why should I bear about me 
Such fond and useless weapons ? 
If they will not content thee, 
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These lips of mine take also. 
To love, forsooth, how dared I ?" 
But him fair Cypris pitied, 

And bade the Loves to loosen 
His bonds and give him freedom. 
But her henceforth he followed ; 
No more he sought the forest ; 
And in the flames he burnt them, 
Those proofs of baneful passion. 



THE END. 
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through Coventry with them, that's flat." Price 3s. 6d. 

ts9» The Pall Mall Gazette" has just given two colwrrms qf satisfa* 
iory criticism upon this work, 

V 

Wit and Humour. By the " Autocrat of the Break* 

fast Table." In crown 8vo, toned paper, elegant, price 3s. 6d. 

*•• A. volume of delightfully humorous Poems, very similar to the mirthful verses of Tom BoosV 
Readers will not be disappointed with this work. 

Songs of the Nativity. — Old English Religious 

Ballads and Carols. An entirely new collection of Old Carols, including 
some never before given in any collection. With Music to the more 
popular. Edited by W. H. Husk, Librarian to the Sacred Harmomo 
Society. In small 4to, with very beautiful floriated borders, in the 
Renaissance style, cloth gilt, price izs. 6<L 
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